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OBITUARY. 


MASTER JOHN R. HUTCHISON. 

From the Philadelphia Christian Advocate. 
Mr. Editor,—The following short account of the last 
illness and religious exercises of my son John R. was writ- 
ten for the satisfaction of my own family and a few friends, 
without any design of giving it publicity. But finding that 
some manuscript copies of it have got out, which, through 
the negligence of transcribers, are greatly mutilated and 
distorted, I have complied with the request of some friends 
to have it published, if you should deem it worthy a place 

in your excellent Advocate. Joun Hutcuison. 

My son, John Russel Hutchison, was attack- 
ed with dysentery on Sabbath, the 17th August, 
1823. He was our eldest son, and the only 
surviving one of four sons that were born to 
us. He was eleven years, one month and 
twenty-two days old at his decease. He wasa 
regular attendant at church from an early pe- 
riod; but during the spring and summer pre- 
ceding his death, he manifested a peculiar 
fondness for hearing the word preached, for at- 
tending on praying societies, and for religious 
conversation. He generally carried about with 
him a copy of Watts’ Psalms and Hymns, many 
of which he had committed to memory. For 
some weeks before he was seized by his last 
sickness, he was under deep concern about his 
eternal welfare. He gave up all amusement, 
or play, among the boys of the town, and upon 
cyming in from Latin school, which he had at- 
tended for seven or eight months, retired to a 
toom by himself; where he spent his leisure 
time in reading the Scriptures, and Doddridge’s 
Rise and Progress of Religion in the Soul.— 
His mother and I frequently urged him to go 
out and play, or take exercise for his health. 
But to this he had no inclination. And his 
conversation on his death-bed, as well as before, 
evinced that he had read the books abovemen- 
tioned with attention. 

From the commencement of his sickness, he 
was apprehensive that he would not recover. 
(had been absent performing ministerial du- 
ties in a vacant congregation; and on my arri- 
val at home on Tuesday afternoon, the third 
day of his sickness, he, with great earnest- 
ness, requested me to pray for him. He was 
much concerned about his sisters; and told 
ais mother in private, to put them in mind of 
their duty. He talked to his eldest sister when 
there was no person in the room but themselves, 
and pressed on her the duty of secret prayer, 
telling her, that for some time previously, he 
himself had prayed three times a day in secret. 

His disorder proved very obstinate from the 
first. His sufferings were extreme; and his 
patience was exemplary. -He very frequently 
cried out in the acuteness of his pains, “ Lord! 
have mercy on me,” and, “Lord God Almigh- 
ty! have mercy on me, for Jesus Christ’s 
sake.” He observed to his mother that, “ we 
are such sinful creatures, is the reason we have 
to suffer somuch.” At onetime he said to her, 
“O, Ma! how good the Lord is, that he has 
spared us so long, and has not cut us.off long 
ere this! He often observed that his com- 
plaint was a “terrible disorder ;” and he once 
said to his mother, “If I should get over this 
sickness, I think I can. say with the Psalmist: 
‘It is good for me that I was afflicted; before 
I was afflicted I went astray, but now have I 
kept thy word.” : 


He one day requested his mother to read to 

















him in the Bible; and upon her inquiring 
where he wished her to read, he mentioned the 
third chapter of John’s gospel. Afterwards he 
enjoined it on her to urge his sisters “to seek 
the Lord and to seek him early; and to pray 
that they might be born again—born of the 
Spirit—that they might be baptiacd with the 
Holy Ghost.” Surprised at the manner in 
which he spoke on the subject of regeneration, 
she said to him—‘‘ John, where did you learn 
so much about the new birth?” ‘I learned it,” 
said he, “from that third chapter of John 
which you read to me.” 

Watching with him one night, I lay on the 
side of the bed; and on his becoming a little 
restless, I inquired what he wanted? ‘I want 
you,” said he, “‘ to pray with me, and to teach 
me to pray.” When telling him how he should 
pray, ‘“‘I do,” said he, “ but I get so confused,” 
This was toward his last, when he was very weak. 
At one time, when none was present but his 
mother, he said: “*O, Ma, it is a sweet thing 
to die in Jesus!” Atsome times again, he dis- 
covered great anxiety respecting the state of 
his soul, and his preparation for heaven; and 
when there was no person with him but his 
mother, he would pray audibly, “that the Lord 
would pardon his many sins for Christ’s sake 
—that he would take him for his child; would 
wash him in Jesus’ blood; would sanctify him, 
and prepare him for heaven; and at death, 
would take him to himself.” Such was the 
substance of his prayers. She expressed some 
fears to him, that, if he recovered, he would 
forget his views, and feelings, and pious reso- 
lutions when sick. He then charged her in a 
very earnest manner, not to let him forget or 
neglect his duty, if he should get well; but to 
remind him of his sickness, and of the necessity 
of prayer and a holy life. It was but seldom 
that he appeared to entertain any hope of re- 
covery. Heappeared much better on the Fri- 
day before his death, which cheered up the 
family considerably; but he called his mother 
to him and told her privately, that he had but 
little hope of his recovery. ‘That night he be- 
came worse, and continued very ill and rest- 
less the whole night. ‘Towards day breaking, 
he appeared to be near his last. None were 
with him, except his mother and myself.— 
We let him know that we considered him much 
worse: “ Yes,” said he, ‘‘ death is approaching 
fast:” these words he pronounced with great 
calmness and deliberation. I then awoke the 
rest of the family, and he shook hands with his 
sisters and cousin, bade them farewell, and 
charged each of them, when he was dead and 
gone, to mind the one thing needful. At this 
time, he could not speak above his breath — 
We supposed him dying for a considerable time 
that morning (Saturday.) I said to him, “John, 
I think you are dying;” he replied—“ Yes I 
think Lam.” [asked him if it was hard todie, or 
if he was afraid to die? ‘“No,” said he,in very soft 
accents,& with an airof the utmost composure— 

** Jesus can make a dying bed 

Feel soft as downy pillows are ; 

While on his breast I lean my head, 

And breathe my life out sweetly there.’ 
The last line died on his lips, through failure of 
his strength. 

Shortly after this, a young man entered the 
room, with whom John had conversed freely and 











frequently respecting his spiritual concerns, pre- 
viously to his sickness. Onthis young man he 
fixed his eyes, and stretched out his hand to- 
wards him; when he approached the bed, he 
took him by the hand, bid him farewell, and 
requested that he would pray for him. In the 
same manner he acted with two lads,who attend- 
ed the same school with himself, and who were 
also under serious impressions. , 

A number of persons were assembled in the 
room to witness his exit; and though he had 
riot spoken above his breath for a considerable 
time, he exerted himself so as to speak loud 
enough to be heard all through the house, and 
said—‘I bid you all farewell; and oh! mind 
the one thing needful; I beseech you, my sis- 
ters, mind the one thing needful: seek the 
Lord, and seek himearly.” Then turning to 
his mother, he said, ‘‘ Ma, do you help them 
to seek the Lord.” T'wo of \his sisters were 
older than he, and one of the same age with 
himself—he and she were twins. 

He professed a willingness to die, if he were 
sure that he was prepared for heaven. On this 
subject, he at times manifested deep concern. 
To comfort him, I reminded him of what 
Christ says in the character of wisdom, Prov. 
vill. 17.—‘I love them that love me; and 
those that seek me early shall find me.”— 
Now, said I, do you not love Christ? “O! 
yes, I do, with all my heart,” was his reply. 
Upon his exhorting those around him again “ to 
seek the Lord, and to seek him early,’ I ob- 
served to him, you have been seeking the 
Lord; ‘I have sought him,” said he; I hope, 
said I, you have found him. To this he nod- 
ded assent. He several times told us to speak to 
him as little as possible; for it hurt him to speak. 

After waiting on him between three and 
four hours, expecting to witness his departure, 
we perceived him somewhat revived; and he 
lived twenty-four hours after that. He was 
perfectly sensible to the last, but not able to 
converse much. On Sabbath morning, I ask- 
ed him if he knew what day that was? He 
answered, “ Yes.” I subjoined, it is the Sab- 
bath—“ I know it,” said he. I then observed to 
him, that yesterday morning about the same 
time, I did not think that would be alive so 
long. He replied “neither did I.” A few 
minutes after, when there was no one with him 
but a young woman who had resided several 
years in the family, he turned towards her, and 
looking her full in the face, said: ‘ Susan, 
death is drawing near; and I must go and travel 
to my God!” She immediately called the fam- 
ilyin; but hespake nomore. In death’s cold 
embrace, his looks were intelligent, but his 
tongue refused,to perform its office, and he de- 
parted without a struggle or a groan. 

We had a great desire that he might be spar- 
ed tous; but wish to repress every murmur, and 
to submit patiently to the will of God; to rest 
satisfied with the disposal of heaven, and to say, 
with pious and afflicted Job—‘‘ The Lord gave, 
and the Lord hath taken away: Blessed be the 
name of the Lord.” 

Six ofour children now sleep in the dust, cut 
off in the morning of life, whose carly removal 
we have to lament; but I trust that we do not 
mourn as those who have no hope. On the glo- 


rious morn of the resurrection, “ them who sleep 
in Jesus will God bring with him.” J. 0 
Mifflintown, September, A. D. 1823. f 
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ae . ’ From, the Connecticut Observer. 
GONSTANCY OF TWO PIOUS SISTERS. | 

Whea Dr. Goimaa was in England, he fre- 
quenily visited in the family ¢f Mr, Singer, the 
father of Philome!a, (Miss Elizabeth’ Singer, 
afterwards Mrs. Rowe.) Mr. Singer told the 
Doctor, that his deceased wife was every way 
superior to Philomela, in knowledge, wisdom, 
and grace; and that he had buried a younger 
daughter, who was her equal in knowledge, and 
superior in grace. ‘The following account of 
this daughter, Doct. C. received from Philome- 
la’s own mouth. ‘ My sister (said she) was a 
gear or two younger than I, and her affection, 
as wellas wit, was quicker. I seemed, howev- 
er, to myself, to think more thoroughly. She 
desired ever to be with me, and I wanted to be 
more by myself. We often retired, by consent, 
each to her chamber, to compose, and then to 
compare what we had written. She always ex- 
ceeded me in the number of lines: but mine, 
{ think, were more correct. She exceeded me 
much in the fondness oflove; but never in the 
iruth and strengthofit. She was jealous of me, 
that my love was not equal to hers, and invent- 
ed an hundred ways to try me: many of which 
{ thought childish and weak, and therefore 
sometimes rather reproved than complied with 
them. This gave her grief, and I would find 
her in tears, which I could not put a stop to, 
but by the tenderest words and embraces.—We 
lived years together as happy as children could 
be ineach other. We lived religiously togeth- 
er. We took care of one another’s souls, and 
had our constant hours of retirement and devo- 
tion. We were daily speaking to one another 
ofthe things of God; his being, perfections and 
works; the wonders of creation and providence; 
the mysteries of redemption and grace.—My 
father, in his widowhood, took great delight in 
us, and cherished our love to God and one an- 
other; but like good Jacob, was fondest of the 
youngest, admiring all she said or did: And in 
her death he wasto be tried.—But it was J that 
was taken sick, to a very dangerous degree.— 
When my physicians were giving me over, my 
pister came to me, drowned in tears, and earn- 
estly kissing me, besought me to tell her wheth- 
er { was, through grace, prepared todie: wheth- 
er my interest in Christ and title to heaven 
were comfortable and clear to me: for she was 
afraid I would die; and she could not part with 
me, only to go to Christ, which was far better. 
—I looked earnestly on her, and said, Why, sis- 
ter, do you think medangerous? I must confess 
to you, my distress would be great, on the ac- 
count of my soul, if I thought my dying hour 
were now coming on; for I have not that full 
assurance ef my interest in Christ, which I have 
always begged of God I might have, before he 
should call me hence.—Nosooner had she heard 
me say this, than she fell, as in an agony, on 
her knees by my bed, and in a manner inex- 
pressible for fervor and humility, she begged of 
God, that if her father must have the grief of 
burying one of his children, it might be her: 
for through his free grace, and to the glory of it, 
she could humbly profess before him her assur- 
ed hope of her interest in his everlasting mercy, 
through Jesus Christ: wherefore she could glad- 
ly and joyfully surrender herself to die, if it 
might please God to grant her sister a further 
space wherein to make her calling and election 
sure.— Having prayed thus, ina transport which 
was surprising and astonishing to me, ‘she kissed 
me, and left the room, without giving me time 
or power to answer her a word. And what is 
almost incredible to relate, from that moment I 


land my father with me. 


‘six weeks. 


bed, and died within a few days.* Conceive, 
if you can, how I was astonished by this event: 
of Providence, and overwhelmed with sorrow; 
The load of grief up- 
on me confined me to my chamber for more than 
My chief work was to consider the 
mind of God, in this his mercy to me; that I 
might make it evident to myself, that indeed, 
in love to my soul, he had delivered me from 
the pit of corruption. I set myself to comfort 
my father what I could, and that was his care 
for me. ‘We durst not be inconsolable under a 
bereavement so circumstanced: yet my mourn- 
ing is always returning with the remembrance 
of a love stronger than death, and bright like 
the seraphims, those flames of love and devo- 
tion.” [Life of Dr. Colman. 


* She was, at this time about 20 years of age. 


—<Fo— 
THE INFANT EXHORTATION. 
AN ANECDOTE. 

A middle aged man, who has been for many 
years successiully engaged in a business which 
has taken him for months together to a dis- 
tance from home, from christian society, and 
from all the means of grace, and whose habits 
and feelings were such and so fixed, that to all 
human appearance he was far, very far indeed, 
from the kingdom of God, has been deeply 
awakened and. hopefully converted to holiness 
by the instrumentality of his own daughter, a 
little girl about seven years old. One evening 
towards the close of the last year, she came in 
from school, and seated herself beside her fa- 
ther. As she was later than usual, he inquir- 
ed where she had been. Her reply was, I 
have been in at one of the neighbours, where I 
have heard the father of the family pray.— 
With the artless simplicity and affection ofa 
little child, she then looked up into her father’s 
face, and imprinting a kiss upon his lips, said 
** Father, why don’t you pray? I love to hear 
prayers; I pray every night for you and 
mother, that we may be happy and love one an- 
other.” It wastoo much; the father was over- 
come, burst into tears, and hastened out of the 
room. These remarksfrom this child, says the 
writer of this letter, have effected what I thought 
never would have been accomplished, a com- 
plete change in the father. He determined to 
commence the new year with family prayer, 
and to continue it while he lived. On the 
morning of the new year, he addressed his wife 
with tenderness, told her his resolution, kneeled 
down in his chamber, and fervently poured 
forth his supplications at the throne of grace. 
He has since continued firm in his resolves, 
and bids fair to become an ornament to soci- 
ety, and a worthy member of the church.— 
The pastor of one of the presbyterian churches 
has since called on him, at his own request, for 
serious conversation, and he will soon make a 
public profession of religion. Such is the nar- 
rative, and thus has God in this instance or- 
dained strength out of the mouth of a babe.— 
Let every Christian admire the grace of God, 
and take courage to pray and labour for the 
conversion uf his impenitent friends. 











____—- MORALITY. 
From the Dover Gazette. 
SPRING—an Emsiem or Yourn. 
How pleasing is the return of Spring with 
all its softness after the cold and dreary days 
of Winter! The rude nosth winds are suc- 








ceeded by mild and gentle zephyrs; the streams 
no longer locked in the icy arms of frost are 
beginning to flow after their wonted manner; the 
fields are disrobed of their white mantle which 
had so long covered them, and all nature ap- 
pears in renovated beauty.—Already the tune- 





grew better and recovered, but she took her 


haunts to cheer us with their melody, and 
while they hop from spray to spray, their ac- 


cordant notes are chaunting ‘in one harmonious 


strain the praises of their great Creator. The 
trees are rapidly putting forth their verdant cov- 
ering and displaying their blossoms to the de- 
lighted eye of man. The flowers are hasten- 
ing to unfold their variegated colours and ex- 
pand their fragrance; the primrose blooms in 
the hedges; the modest violet rears its hum- 
ble head amidst the verdure of the fields and 
gardens; and every herb, tree and flower en- 
joys new life and vigour after the death-like 
torpor of along and tedious Winter. 

Spring is an apt emblem of childhood and 
youth; all the faculties of the mind are then be- 
ginning to expand; the buds of genius rapidly 
unfold to view, and are fondly cherished and 
matured by the fostering hand of parental care, 
with the hope of reaping a rich harvest for all 
their toil. In youth too the heart beats high 
with hopes of happiness, the world appears a 
paradise in anticipation, the gay aspiring 
thoughts are looking forward in expectation of 
continual spring, beauty and happiness, uncon- 
scious of the rude blasts of adverse fortune 
which await them, or the evanescent nature of 
all their high built hopes and airy visions. But 
the mild cheering breezes of Spring are often 
succeeded by the loud howling tempest, the 
bright blushing beams of the rising Sun are 
soon followed by the scorching rays of noon- 
day heat, and the delightful appearance of buds 
and blossoms is quickly exchanged for maturity 
and death; so the days of youth must.soon give 
place to manhood’s prime, and the gay flowers 
of youthful fancy are gone before they are re- 
alized. In Spring the husbandman prepares 
the ground and sows his seed that it may spring 
up and increase and ripen for the harvest; and 
youth, whoever thou art, now is thy time to 
treasure up a stock of knowledge in thy heart, 
which shall ripen in thy summer’s prime and 
bring forth fruit abundantly in the autumn of 
thy early age. Art thou sporting away the sun- 
shine of thy early days in pursuit of trifles light 
as air, and like the butterfly gaily winging thy 
way from flower to flower, culling their first 
fragrance and then abandoning them for oth- 
ers, thoughtless of the future and unmindful of 
the rapid flight of time? Be assured that the 
pleasures thou art pursuing are fading and un- 
certain as the first blossoms of Spring, the 
cold blast of disappointment will wither all thy 
fond expectations; thou wilt find thyself chasing 
a phantom which forever eludes thy grasp, and 
whilst thou art heedlessly passing on, thy youth 
is fast flitting away, and the seed-time of thy 
years is speedily coming toa close. Hast thou 
ever profited by the wise man’s injunction to 
‘‘remember thy Creator in the days of thy 
youth?” Hast thou ever called to mind the words 
of our Lord, “I-love them that love me, and 
those who seek me early shall find me?” Has 
thy light footstep learnt to tread with sacred 
awe the hallowed dome where prayer is wont 
to be made? Is thy happy gaiety of spirits tem- 
pered by that grace which purifies the heart, 
and has truth divine poured on thee her heav- 
enly beams and twined around thy heart like 
Eden flowers? O youth, inrighteousness alone 
canst thou find permanent happiness, and if 
thy feet are turned into: the testimonies of the 
Lord, thou shalt grow up as a young olive tree 
in his course, bloom as a fair spring flower in 
the garden of thy God, and the dews of heav- 
enly grace shall descend on thy head and cause 
thee to bring forth fruit to life everlasting.— 
The verdure of Spring, the delightful appear- 
ance of the fields and flowers soon passes away, 
but when the seasons have run their annual 














ful choir are returned to their accustomed 


round, Winter will again be succeeded by gen- 
tle Spring, and all nature will resume her fra- 
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grance and her beauty. But will the “ spring 
time” of thy years ever return? will the morn- 
ing of thy existence, or thy youth, or thy vigor 
ever be renewed? Ah no! the revolving sea- 
sons may exhibit their own peculiar beaities 
in continued succession; seed-time and harvest, 
Summer and Winter, may alternately follow 
each other; but to thee no second Spring re- 
turns, no renewal of thy youth and beauty; al- 
ready the summer of thy life is hastening on, 
the autumn of thy years will soon overtake thee, 
and winter! the winter of thy hopes, the ter- 
mination of thy life, the end of thy moftal exis- 
tence will speedily arrive, the frost of Death 
will nip thy root, and thou wilt be gone forev- 
er !—Be admonished by wisdom, and attend to 
the voice of instruction, whilst the morning Sun 
shines bright around thee, and then, when old 
age comes creeping on and thou art young no 
more, thou mayest contemplate the past with- 
out remorse and look forward with a glorious 
hope: or if like many, thou fadest as the first 
blossoms of spring, andnever reach the meridi- 
an of life; the Lord will receive thee to himself, 
and transplant thee to the garden of God where 
blooms eternal spring, and thou wilt flourish 
in Immortal Youth and Beauty.—O youth, be 
wise for thyself, and may it never be-said of 
thee, that thy Childhood, and thy Youth were 
vanity. 








THE SABBATH SCHOOL. 


From an English Magazine. 
A BOY’S LOVE FOR THE BIBLE. 

A little boy, a Sabbath scholar, was one day 
sent by his mother to a shop for some soap— 
when the shop-woman having weighed it, took 
a leaf from a Bible that was placed on the coun- 
ter for waste paper ; at which the boy was great- 
ly astonished, and eagerly exclaimed, “‘ Why, 
mistress, that is the Bible!’ ‘‘ Well, and what 
if it be!” replied the woman. “ It is the Bi- 
ble,” repeated the boy, ‘‘ and what are you go- 
ing to do with it?” “‘To wrap up the soap,” 
was the answer. ‘‘ But, mistress, you should 
not tear up that book, for it is the Bible!” cri- 
ed the boy with peculiar emphasis. ‘ What 
does that signify ?” said the woman sharply, “I 
‘ bought it for waste-paper to use in the shop.” 
The boy still with increasing energy exclaim- 
ed, ‘‘What—the Bible! I wish it was mine; 
I would not tear it up like that.” “‘ Well,” said 
the woman, “if you will pay me what I gave 
for it, you shall have it.” “Thank you,” re- 
plied the boy, “I will go home, and ask my 
mother for some money.” Away he went, and 
said, ‘‘ Mother, mother, please to give me some 
money 7” ‘* What for?’ said the mother. ‘To 
buy a Bible,” he replied, “ for the woman at 
the shop was tearing up the Bible, and I told 
her she should not do it; then she said she 
would sell it tome; O, mother, do give me 
some money to buy it, that it may not be torn 
up!” His mother said, “I cannot, my dear boy; 
I have none.” The child cried; still begged 

Then sobbing, 





for some money, but in vain. 
he went back to the shop, and said, ‘“‘ My mo- 
ther is poor, and cannot give me any money ; 
but O, mistress, don’t tear up the Bible, for my 
Teachers have told me that it is the Word of 
God!” The woman perceiving the boy great- 
ly concerned, said, “ Well, don’t cry, for you 
shall have the Bible, if you will go and get its 
weight in waste-paper.” At this unexpected, 
“but joyful proposal, the boy dried up his tears, 
saying, ‘‘ That I will, mistress, and thank you 
too.” Away he ran to his mother, and asked her 
for some paper; she gave him all she had; and 
then he went to all his neighbors’ houses, and 


begged more ; and having, as he hoped, collect- | 


ed enough, he hastened with the bundle under 
his arm to the shop, and on entering exclaim- 





ed, “‘ Now, mistress, I have got the paper!” 
“Very well,” said the woman, “let me weigh 
it.” The paper was put into one scale and the 
Bible in the other. The scale turned in the 
boy’s favor, and he cried out with tears of joy 
sparkling in his eyes, ‘‘ The Bible is mine!” and 
seizing it, exclaimed, “‘I have got it!” andaway 
he ran home to his mother, crying as he went, 
“I have got the Bible! I have got the Bible!” 








THE NURSERY. 


From the Children’s Friend. 
THE WICKED YOUNG MAN WHO KILLED 
HIS BROTHER. 

Adam and Eve had two sons; their names 
were Cain and Abel. They both used to work 
every day. It is a great sin to be idle. Cain 
used to dig up the ground, and sow it, that 
there might be bread to eat; and Abel he used 
to look after the flocks and the cattle. 

Cain was a bad man, he did not love the good 
God, nor his brother Abel; and he was so 
wicked, that he would not do what God bade 
him. God had commanded his creatures to 
worship him, by offering a lamb in sacrifice, 
as a confession that they deserved to die for 
their sins; and to keep up the recollection of 
the blessed Saviour, who was to come, as the 
true Lamb of God, to take away, by his suffer- 
ings,the sin of the world. But when they came to 
worship one day, Cain brought some of the fruit 
of the ground ; but he would not bring a lamb, 
as God bade him; and so God would not ac- 
cept either him or his offering. 

And Abel brought also a sacrifice ; he pick- 
ed out the very best from his flock. He justly 
thought that nothing was too good to be given 
to God. He knew that he was indebted for 
every thing he possessed or enjoyed, to God’s 
loving kindness. So God was pleased with 
Abel, and with his offering. 

But Cain was angry with his brother on 
this account ; though there was no reason why 
he should be so. If he had loved God as he 
ought, then he would have done as he bade him, 
and would have been accepted also. 

And Cain harboured evil thoughts against 
Abel in his heart; and he hated him; and 
found fault with him, and quarrelled with him; 
and, at last, one day, when he was alone in the 
field with him, he rose up against him, and 
killed him. O how dreadful is sin! Surely, 
Cain could never be happy any more. He was 
indeed very wicked and miserable. 

We should guard against angry and wicked 
thoughts—these lead to angry and wicked 
words—and angry and wicked words lead to 
angry and wicked actions. We know the be- 
ginning of sin—but who can tell where it will 
end. he 

THE CHILDREN’S FRIEND. 
A HYMN. 
Thou Guardian of our youthful days, 
To thee our prayers ascend: 
To-thee we'll tune our songs of praise; 
Thou art “the Children’s Friend.” 
From thee our daily mercies flow, 
Our life and health descend; 
Lord save our souls from sin and wo, 
Be thow “the Children’s Friend.” 
Teach us to ptize thy Holy Word, 
And to its truths attend; 

Thus shall we learn to fear the Lord, 
And love “the Children’s Friend.” 
Lord, draw our youthful hearts to thee, 

From every ‘ill defend ; 
Help us in early life to flee 
To thee, “the Children’s Friend.” 








Let all our hopes be fixed on high, 
And when our lives shall end, 

Then may we live above the sky 
With thee, ‘the Children’s Friend.” 











YWOuUTH’S COMPANION. 
ON FILIAL DUTIES. 

We shall often address you, beloved friends 
and readers, on the duties of the relations 
which you sustain in this life, and on the obli- 
gations which bind you to those persons, with 
whom you stand connected. We view you as 
still resident under the parental roof, sub- 
ject to parental authority, and enjoying parent- 
al beunty and protection. We should there- 
fore be inexcusable, if we did not begin with 
parental claims and filial duties, and give our 
earliest counsels respecting your conduct to- 
wards those who gave you a being. 

Filial duties are those, which Children owe 
to their parents. ‘They commence with life it- 
self; they are binding upon you, while you re- 
main in the family of your parents; they re- 
main amidst all the changes of this changing 
world; they can never entirely cease, till fa- 
ther and mother forsake you in death. ‘These 
duties are very numerous, and we must not 
now attempt so much as to name them all.— 
For this week, we will only speak of the prin- 
ciple or motive from which they should all pro- 
ceed; the temper or disposition of heart, which 
you ought to feel towards your parents. 

The true filial spirit may be said to consist 
in love and reverence. You should love your 
parents; or entertain towards them a strong 
yet tender affection. You should love them 
more than brother or sister; and give them the 
highest place in your affections, except that 
you give to God, your Father in heaven. You 
should reverence or fear your parents. We do 
not mean awe, or dread; but a high and pecu- 
liar respect; so that you shudder at the thought 
of incurring their displeasure, and are tenderly 
solicitous of giving them satisfaction, and of 
meeting their approbation. Perhaps we have 
not made our meaning plain; for in fact this 
spirit is better known by being felt, or by being 
seen as acted out by another, than it can be by 
a written description. We hope all our juven- 
ile readers know what wé mean, better than 
we can tell them; and that all their parents 
have the comfort of seeing this spirit in them, 
and flowing out in all their conduct. 

We suppose this is the true spirit or temper, 
which is required in the fifth commandment. 
** Honor thy father, and thy mother,” is the 
same as to say, Love them, highly respect 
them, fear to offend or grieve them, promptly 
and cheerfully obey them. It is the spirit re- 
quired in other commands of God in the holy 
Scriptures: ‘‘ Children, obey your parents’ in 
the Lord, for this is right;’—‘ obey your pa- 
rents in all things, for this is well-pleasing un- 
to the Lord.””—*‘ My son, hear the instruction 
of thy father, and forsake not the law of thy 
mother’—-‘ bind these continually upon thy 
heart, and tie them about thy neck.” It is the 
opposite of that rebellious spirit, or temper, 
which is the root of filial disobedience, and the 
commencement of a life of iniquity. 

In the spirit of affection and reverence, you 
will perceiye other lovely qualities; such as 
docility, meekness, unassuming confidence, sub- 
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YOUTHS COMPANION. 








mission under disappointments, and tender 
anxiety for the honor and welfare of the pa- 
rent. It is delightful to see a child drinking 
in instruction from the lips of parental love; 
confiding all his interests in a father’s or a moth- 
er’s care; flying to execute their commands; 
preventing their commands by watchfully an- 
ticipating their wishes; and familiary but rev- 
erently sporting in the sunshine of his parents’ 
smiles. ‘This filial spirit is not, of itself, spirit- 
ual religion: but it is the loveliest sight that 
mere nature can present, to the observer.— 
Happy the parent, whose spirit and conduct 
can inspire and maintain it in his offspring.— 
Happy the child whose bosom is blessed as the 
residence of this temper, and who has worthy 
Christian parents on whom to bestow it. 








MISCELLANY. 


PROVIDENTIAL DELIVERANCE. 


We make the following extract from the 
Quarterly Review. The story may vie in in- 
terest with William Tell, and shows the Hot- 
tentots to be most expert marksmen :— 

“The hero of this little narrative was a person 
by the name of Von Wyk, and we give the sto- 
ry of his perilous and fearful shot in his own 
words. ‘Itis now,’ said he, ‘more than two 
years since, in the very place where we stand, 
I ventured to take one of the most daring shots 
that ever was hazarded. My wife was sitting 
within the house, near the door: the children 
were playing about her. 





gon, when suddenly, though it was mid-day, an 
enormous lion appeared, came up, and laid him- 
self quietly down in the shade, upon the very 
threshhold of the door. 


entrance barred in such a manner. 


of the Lord, fired my gun. 


never stirred more.’ ” 


—3ar— 
A FORTUNE. 


The following advice from a parent to a son, if accepted, 


will prove more valuable than a fortune in gold. 


My Dear Son,—As the last good I can do 
for you in this world, I now join to the trifles I | ¢ $ 
leave you, these few lines, and which I beg of | i8 never for a moment secure against the effect 
you often to read for my sake, who ever loved 
Above all things fear God as 


you tenderly. 


the supreme author of all good; love him in 
your soul and be religious: but detest every 
tineture of hypocrisy. 


Obey 





I was without, near 
the house, busied in doing something to a wag- 


My wife, either frozen 
with fear, or aware of the danger attending an 
attempt to fly, remained motionless in her place, 
while the children took refuge in her lap. The 
cry they uttered attracted my attention, and I 
hastened toward the door:—but my astonish- 
ment may be well conceived, when I found the 
Although 
the animal had not seen me, unarmed as I was, 
escape appeared impossible: yet I glided gently, 
eearce knowing what | meant to do, to the side 
of the house, up to the window of my chamber, 
where 1 knew my loaded gun was standing. I 
vad set it in a corner, close by the window, so 
that I could reach it with my hand, for, as you 
may perceive, the opening is too small to admit 
of my having got in; and still more fortunate- 
ly, the door of the room was open, so that I 
could see the whole danger of the scene. The 
lion was beginning to move, perhaps with the 
intention of making a spring :—there was no 
longer any time to think :—I called softly to the 
mother not to be afraid ; and invoking the name 
The ball passed 
directly over my boy’s head, and lodged in the 
‘forehead of the lion, immediately above his 
eyes, which shot forth, as it were, sparks of fire, 
and stretched him on the ground, so that he 


Obey with temper and even pleasure, those set 
over thee; since without knowing how to be 
obedient, none ever knew how to command. 
Now, my dear boy, love thy mother and her 
children from thy heart, if you had a real love 
for your father, who requests it of you. She 
has most tenderly proved a help in thy infant 
state, and while thou art a brother to her helpless 
ones, prove thyself also a parent and a guardian, 
by constant kindness and a proper conduct. 
Let that good sense with which Heaven has 
been pleased to befriend thee, ever promote 
peace and harmony in my dear family; then 
will the blessings of Almighty God overspread 
you and them, and we, together with your be- 
loved mother, have a chance once more to meet 
where, in the presence of our heavenly Bene- 
factor, our joy and happiness shall be eternal 
and complete; which is the ardent wish, the 
sincere prayer, and only hope of your loving 
father, thy tender parent, who, my dear child, 
when you read this will be no more—and rest 
with an affectionate heart, Yours, &c. 





—-ee— 
THE PRODIGAL SON. 
How many fine youths might be saved from 
ruin, would they but often read, and seriously 
reflect upon the Parable of the Prodigal Son, as 
related in the New Testament. It is a parable 
replete with instruction both to children and to 
parents. It inculcates, with wonderful force, 
forbearance, and parental tenderness, on the 
one hand, and filial piety, and penitence, and 
reformation on the other. Parents, who wish 
to impress upon their children the danger of 
vice, should often read to them, as well as teach 
them to read, this instructive and affecting nar- 
rative; and should accompany their reading 
with suitable explanations, such as are fitted to 
the young and tender mind. It is by such dis- 
cipline, carefully and prudently improved, that 
children may be nurtured to virtue, impressed 
with the truths of religion, and made not only 
pure and useful subjects of mortality, but glori- 
ous heirs of immortal life. Antidote. 
—-Sa— 
A CURE FOR PRIDE. 

“Thy pomp is brought down to the grave, 
and the noise of thy vials; the worm is spread 
under thee, and the worms cover thee.” Can 
any proud man, who from some adventitious 
difference, thinks himself above the rest of his 
species, read this passage of Isaiah without feel- 
ing his pride humbled at the prospect which it 
holds out to him, and which must be realized 
in a few years, perhaps in a few days? We 
should think not. It is only whilst we dwell 
on what we are, forget what we have been, and 
shrink from viewing the prospect before us, 
that we indulge in that vanity or pride which 
prompts us to look with disdain on our fellow- 
creatures, and with self-sufficient complacency 
on ourselves. He who surveys the whole field 
of human life, with the eye ofa Christian phi- 
losopher, finds his own level, and learns what 
is due to his fellow-men, to himself, and to his 
God.—+b. 

922 
MENTAL CULTIVATION. 

To cultivate the mind by study and reflection, 
is as necessary to the enjoyment of rational hap- 
piness, as the cultivation of the soil is to the 
growth and perfection of its various products. 
It is this which makes the principal difference 
between the savage and the civilized man. The 
one is destitute of learning, laws, religion, and 


of malignant passions. The other derives plea- 
sure from literature, protection from laws, and 
consolation from religion, and safety from the 
effect which these combined have in soothing 





ANOTHER SOBER CALCULATION. 

The young man, who earns from six to eight, 
or ten dollars per week, and spends but three or 
four of it in boarding and what besides is neces- 
sary “for comfort and convenience, may lay up 
from one to two hundred dollars yearly towards 
setting up business for himself at a proper time. 
If the capital required be not large, in three or 
four years he may calculate upon being a master 
instead of a journeyman. This is one view— 
obvious to be sure, but not the less important. 
Another view is, and one which too often pre- 
sents itself—that of a young man, instead of 
thus laying up the chief part of his wages, spends 
it all, or nearly so, in idle Sunday excursions & 
frivolous evening balls, or card-playing, or any 
other vicious or imprudent pursuit—he may cal- 
culate upon remaining a journeyman for life ; 
and ifnot brought, through evil communications, 
to the state-prison or the gallows, will in all pro- 
bability terminate his mortal career in some 
poor-house, unknown, unpitied, and despised.— 
This is another view, equally obvious as the last; 
and yet how often are both of them lost sight of, 
to the ruin of youth. 

To lure to the one, let the other be kept sight 
of.—But from every vicious course, youth will 
find no surer protection than religion. If they 
seek and find that, all temporal safety and pros- 
perity will follow, and eternal happiness be the 
glorious issue. Piety is the parent of every vir- 
tue—impiety, of every vice. [ Antidote. 








POETRY. 








THE FUNERAL OF A MOTHER. 

I saw the soul’s big tear in manhood’s eye, 

O’er youth’s fair cheek the shade of filial woe, 
And heard sad echoing to the clouded sky, 

The mournful knell in dirge-like measures flow.—. 
And there She lay for whom such grief awoke, 
Rent from the world while all around was fair, 
Ere from her brow the flush of health had broke, 
Or wasting years had worn their trace of care.— 
Oh God!—if ’tis a bitter thing to die 

To creeping age, neglected and forlorn, 

What must it be where every tender tie 

Is fresh and clustering in its balmy morn? 


Yes,—there she lay!—and round her coffin’d bed 
Burst forth the piercing wail of infant woes. 

While “ Mother! mother!” fill’d the ear with dread, 
As from those nurslings’ ruby lips it rose. 


And was there aught amid that hearsed gloom, 

In youth’s fond tear, or manhood’s deeper groan, 
In smitten beauty, or the yawning tomb, 

That smote the soul like their wild, wailing tone? 
For who to them the heart’s deep void shall fill, 
Watch o’er their cradle couch with sleepless care, 
Lure the first lisp, and soothe the fancied ill, 
Check the young fault, and bless the trembling prayer? 
A mother’s love !—Go ask the buds that live 

By heaven’s pure dew On yonder parching hill; 
Ask the pale flower that summer suns revive, 

For some faint emblem of that holy thrill. 

The fickle dews may shun the plant that pines; 
The lofty Sun forgets the flowery glen; 

A Mother’s love with death alone declines, 

And say ye white rob’d angels,—dies it then? 


Cro 
TO THE STARS. 

By BernarD Barton, an English Quaker. 
Ye brightly beaming stars! 

Have ye no music as ye roll along? 
Or is it that earth’s discord only mars 

Your heavenly song? 
The music of the spheresT 

Was it a fiction of the olden time? 
Or are there not who hear with wakeful ears 

That strain sublime? 
Let thought still hear you raise 

The joyful anthem which ye sang of yore: 
And as the sons of God then join’d your praise 








and restraining malignant and unruly passions. 








Let man adore. 
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